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THE MISADVENTURES
OF JOHN NICHOLSON.

DY ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON,

CHAFPTER II—CoNTINUED,

Ho was a young man on whom, at
the highest point of lovely exaltation,
there had fallen a blow too sharp to
be supported alone; and not many
hundred yards away his greatest
friend was sitting at supper; aye, and
even expecting him. Was it not in
the nature of man that he should run
there? He went in questof sympathy
—in quest of that droll article that
we all suppose ourselves to want
when in a strait, and have agreed
to call advice; and he went, besides,
with vague but rather splondid ex-
pectations of relief. Alan was rich,
or would be so when he camo of age.
By a stroke of the*pen he might

tho Eturs,

remedy this misfortune, and avert
that dreaded interview with Mr.
Niecholson, from which John now
shrunk In imagination ss the hand
draws back from fire.

Closo under the Calton Hill there
runs a certain narrow avenue, part

street, part by-road. The head of it
faces the doors of the prison; its tail
desvends into the sunless slums of
Low Calton. On one hand {t is over-
hung by the orags of the hill; on the
other by an old graveyard. Between
these two the roadway runs in &
trench, sparsely lighted at night,
sparsely frequented by day and
bordered, when it was cleared the
place tombs, by dingy and ambiguous
houses. One of these was the house
of Colette, and at his door our ill-
starred John was presently beating
for admittance. In an evil hour he
gratified the inquiries of the contra-
band hotel-keeper; in an evil hour he
penetrated into a somewhat unsavory
interior. Alan, to be sure, was there,
seatod in a room lighted by nolsy gos-
jets, beside a dirty table-cloth, en-
gaged on @& coarse meal, and in the
company of several tipsy members of
the junior bar. But Alan was not
mober; he had lost a thousand
pounds on & horse-race, had recelved
the news atdinner-time, and was now,
in default ofany possible means of
extrication, drowning the memory of
his predicament. He to help John!
The thing was impossible; he couldn’t
help himself.

«If you have a beast of a father,™
sald he, I can tell you I have a brute
of a trustee."

“I'm not golng to hear my father
ealled a beast," said John, with a
beating heart, feeling that he risked
the last sound rivet of the chaln that
bound him to life.

But Alan was quite good-natured.

“All right, old. fellow,” said he.
*Mos' respec’able man, your father."
And he introduced his friend to his
companions as *‘old Nicholson, the
what-d'ye-call-um’s son.”

John sat in dumb agony. Colotte's
foul walls and maculate table linen,
and even down to Colstte's villainous
casters, seemod like objects in =
nightmare, And just then there came
& knock and a ecurrying; the police,
60 lamentably absent from the Calton
Hill, appeared upon the seene, and
the party, taken flagrante delicto,
with their glssses at their elbow,
wero solzed, marched up to the police
office, and all duly summoned to ap-
pear as witnesses in the subsequent
cass agalnst thoe arch-shebeener,
Colette.

It was & sorrowful and a mig’hﬁly
sobered company that came {orth
again. The wvague terror of public
opinion weighed genecally on them
all; but there were private and partic-
ular horrors on the minds of individ-
vals. Alan stood in dread of his
trustee, already sorely tried. One of
the group was a son of a country
minister, another of a judge; John,
the unhappiest of all, had David
Nicholson to father,the idea of facing
whom on such & scandalous subject
was physically sickening. They
stood swhile consulting under the
buttresses of Saint Glles; thence they
adjourncd to the lodgings of one of
the number In North Castle street,
where, for that mattor, they might
have had quite as good a supper, and
fur batter drink, than in the danger-
ous paradise from which they had
been routed. There, over an almost
tearful glass, they dobated thelir posi-
tion. Each explained he had the
world to luse if the offalr went on,
and he appeared as o witness. It was
remarkable what bright prospects
wero just then In the act of opening
Yelore each of that litle company of
youtha, and what plous consideration
for the feelings of thelr families be-
gon now to well from them. Each,
moreover, was in an odd state of des-
titution. Not ono oould bear his
share of the fine; not one but evinesd
& wonderful twinkle of hope that
ench of tho others (In succession)
was the very man who could step in
to make good the deflolt, One took n
h hand; he could not pay his share;
¢ went toa trial, he shounld bolt;
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John, «It will only make

At last, upon n pledge that each
should apply to his family with =
common frankness, this convention
of unhappy young asses broke up,
went down the common stair, and in
the gray of the spring morning, with
the streots lying dead empty all about
thom, the lnmps burning on into the
daylight in diminlshed lustre, und the
birds begloning to sound premonitory
notes from the groves of the town
gardens, went oach his own way, with
bowed head and echolng footfall.

Tha rooks were awake in Randolph
Crescent; but the windows looked
down, discrectly blinded,on the return
of the prodigal. John's pass key wasa
recent privilege; this was the first
time it had been used; and, oh! with
what o sickening sense of his un-
worthiness he now inserted it into
the well-oiled lock and entered that
citadel of the proprietles! All slept;
the gas In the hall had been left
faintly burning to light his return; a
dreadful stillness reigned, broken by
the deep ticking of the eight-day
clock. He put the gas out, and sat
on & chair in the hall, waiting and
counting the minutes, longing for any
human countenance. But when at
last he heard the alarm spring its
rattle in the lower story, and the
servanis begin to be about, he in-
stantly lost hoart and fled to his own
room, where he threw himsell upon
the bed.

CHAPTER IIL
In Which John Enjoys the Harvest
Home.

Shortly after breakfast, at which
he assisted with o highly tragieal
countenance,, John sought his father
where he sat, presumably in religious
meditation on the Sabbath mornings.
The old gentleman looked up with
that sour, Inquisitive exprossion that
came 80 near to smiling and was so
different in effoct.

“This is a time when I do not like
to be disturbed,” he said.

«] know that," returned John, *but
I have—I want—I've made a dreadful
mess of it,” he broke out, and turned
to the window.

My, Nicholson =at silent for an ap-
precinble time, while his unhappy son
surveyed the poles in the back green,
and a cortain yellow cat thnt was
perched upon the wall. Despair sat
upon John as he gazed; and he raged
to think of the dreadful series of his
misdeeds, and the essential innocence
that lay behind them.

“Well," snid the father, with an
obvious effort, “what is {t?"

“Maclean gave me four hundred
pounds to put in the baunk, sir,” be-
gan John; “and I'm sorry to say that
I've been robbed of {t!"

“Robbed of it? cried Mr. Nichol-
son, with & strong rising inflection.
“‘Robbed? Do careful what you say,
John!"

“I ecan't say anything olse, sir; I
was just robbed of it," said John, in
desperation, sullenly.

“And where and when did thies ex-
traordinary event take place?” in-
quired the father.

“On the Calton HIll abogt twelve
last night."

“The Calton HillP" repeated M.
Nigholson. “And what were you
doing there at such a time of night?

“Nothing, #lr," says John.

Mr. Nicholson drew in his breath.

“And how eame the money in your
hands at twelve last night? he asked,
sharply.

*I neglected that plece of business,™
sald John, anticipating comment; and
then in his own dialect: *I clean for-
got all about it,”

“Well,” esald his father, *it's a
most extraordinary story. liave you
communioated with the police.”

“] have," answered poor John, the
blood leaping to his face. *They
think they know the man that did it
I dare say the money will be re-
covered, if that was all.” sald he,
with a desperuate indifference, which
his father set down to levity; but
which sprung from the consciousness
of worse behind.

“Your mother's watch, too?" asked
Mr, Nicholson.

*:Oh, the wateh is all right," nried
John. +At least, I mean I was com-
ing to the watoch—the fact s, I am
ashamed to say, I—I had pawnod the
watch before. Here Is the ticket;
they didn't find that; the watch oan
be redeemed; they don't sell pledges.”
The lad panted out these phrases,
one after another, like minute guns;
but at the last word, which rang in
that stately chamber like an oath, his
heart failed him utterly;and the dread-
ed sllence settled on father and son,

It was broken by Mr. Nicholson
pleking up the pswn ticket: *John
Froggs, 85 Pleasance," he read, and
then, turning upon John with a berial
flash of passion and disgust, “Who is
John Froggs™ he coried.

“Nobody," sald John.
just & pame."

“An alins,” his father commented.

*Oh! 1 think scarcely quite that,”
said the culpwit; ~it's o form, they
all do it, tho man seemed to under-
stand, we had & great deal of fun
over the name'—

Ho pnused ot that, for he saw his
father wince at the pleture ke a man
physically struclk; and again there was
silence,

«[ do not think,” sald Mr.
son, ot last, *“that I s man ungenerous
father. 1have never grudged you
money within reason, for any avow-
abla purpose; you have just to
come to me and speak: And now 1
find that you have forgotten all de-
cency and all matural feeling, sand
actunlly pawned — pawned — your
mother’s watch. You must have had
some temptation; I will do you the
lﬂ- to suppose I was a strong one.

t did you want wnhthhmr"

“I would rather not tell you," sald
uangry."

1 will not be fencod with,” oried
:ﬁhm “There must bo an end

“It was

Nichol-

“To lend it to Houston, sir,” says
John,

«] thought T had forbidden you to
speak to that young man?" asked his
father.

*Yes, sir," said John, ~“but I only
met him."

“Where! came the deadly ques-
tion.

“In a billlard room," was the
damning answer. Thus, had
John's single departure from
the truth brought instant
punishment. For no other porpose
but to see Alan would he have entered
a billinrd room: but he had desired to
pallinte the fact of his dizsobedlonce,
and now it happenad that he fre.
quented these disreputable haunts
upon his own account.

Onco mores Mr. Nicholson digested
the vile tidings in silence, and when
John stole o glance nt his father's
countenance he was abashed to sco
the marks of suffering.

“Well," sald the old gentleman at
last, “I cannot pretend not to be
eimply bowed down. I rose this morn-
ing what the world calls a happy man
—happy, at least, in o son of whom I
I thought I ecould be reasonably

But it was beyond human nature to
endure this longer, and John inter-
rupted almost with a seream. +*Oh,
wheest!" he oried. “That's not alll
That's not the worst of it! It's noth-
ing! How could I tell you were proud
of me? Oh! I wish, I wish that I had
known! But you always sald that I
was such a disgrace! And the dread-
ful thing is this: We were all taken
up last night, and we have to pay
Colette's fine umunﬂ' the six,or we'll be
had up l'm ovidence—shoebeening it is.
They made me swear to tell you. But
for my part,” he cried, bursting Into
tears, I wish that | was dead!" and
he fell on his knees before o chalr snd
hid his face.

Whether his spoke, and
whether he remained long in the room,
or at onco departed, sre points lost to
history. A horrid turmoil of mind
and body; bursting sobs; broken, van-
ishing thoughts, now of indignation,
now of remorse; broken elementary
whills of consclousness, of the smell
of the horse-hair on the chair bottom;
of the jangling of church bella that
now began to make day horrible
throughout the confines of the city;
of the hard floor that brulsed his
knees; of the taste of tears that found
thelr way into his mouth; for a period
of time, the duration of which I can
not guess, whils I refuse to dwell
longer on {ts agony, these were the
whole of God's world for John Nichol-
s0n.

When at last, as by the touching of
a spring, he returned agaln to cloar-
ness of consolonsness and even a meas-
ure of composure, tho bells had but
just done ringing, and the Sabbath

father

silence was still marred by the patter |
By the clock dl){i\'e|

of belated feet.
the fire, as well as by these more
speaking signs, the service had not
long begun; and the unhappy sinner,
if his father had really gone tochurch,
might count on near two hours of
only compuarative unhappiness. With
his father, the superlative degree re-
turned Infallibly. He knew it by
every shrinking fiber in his body; he
knew it by the sudden dizzy whirling
of his brain, at the mere thought of
that calamity. An hour and a half,
perhaps an hour and three-quarters,
if the doctor was long-winded, and
then would begin again that active
agony from which, even in the dull
ache of the present, he shrank as from
the bite of fire. e saw, in a vision,
the family pew, the somnolent
cushions, the Bibles, the psalm books,
Maris with ber smelling salts, his
father sitting spectacled and critioal,
and at once he was struck with in-
diguation, not unjustly. It was
fnhuman to go off to church,
and leave & sinner in suspense, un-
punished, unforgiven. And at the
very touch of eritieism, the paternal
sanctity was lessened; yot the pator-
nnl terror only grew, and the two
gtrands of feeling pushed him In the
samo direction.
[0 BE CONTINUED.]

Jonny Linds Benevolence.

The Century is printing s serles of
papers on Notable Women. We quote
from the paper on *Jenny Lind:*
“The entire proceeds of the American
tour, amounting t0 more than £20,-
000, were dovoted by Jenny Lind to
various benevolent objects. From
the days of her early girlhood it had
been her chief delight to use for the
good of others the wealth which her
genius had brought her. She was
ever ready to sing for & hospitul, or &
college, or a poor fellow-artist, or for
the chorus,orchestra,or scene-shifters
of the theaters whore she appeared.
‘Is It not beautiful that I cansing so?
she exclaimed whon she was told that
a large number of children would be
gaved from wretchedness by a con-
cert she had given for their bonefit,
The volumes whioh contain such a re-
cord might well bear the label which
Jenny Lind's old Swedish guardian
placed around the packet containing
her letters to him, “The mirror of a
noble soul.'"

A Plaln-%poken Liogulst.

A little Russisn boy who has s
French governess and Is always
obliged to talk Freuch, was playing
in the barn one day and suddenly dis-
covers that the bullding is on five.
Rushing to the school-room he ex.
claims: “+Oh, mademolselle, 1 don's
know whether it's le feu or la feu,
but anyhow there's s blg blaze in the
bara!"

Bowlti—-!‘u. snd even the

;ﬁnmhlo u broll.—Eate

POLLY'S REVEILLE.
Calling Coffes Cocon Became »
Nulsanow.

Some years ngo when stationed on
the const of Wost Africa, I bought a
gray parrot, which in appearance
greatly surpassed the general run of
thaese birds both In size and beauty of
plumage, and which, though 1 pald
little or no attention to his education,
turned out to be a remarkably apt
scholar,

The first Indication of his powers
was & perfectly successful attempt to
whistla the reveille, which, of course,
he had heard on the bugles every
morning since his introduction to the
barracks, and before long he had
mastered pretty  noarly overy
bugle eall known in the
British army. Oane morning 1
was awakened by his ealling in a
loud tone, und In an exact hnirnl{nn
of my owz “Coffos, Coffec! you
imp of davkness, ‘where nre you? Hur-
ry up and bring my cocon. " Coffee
being a little native, g4 bluck as your
hoot, whom I cmployed to work for
me.  This incident naturally tickled
my risibilitics, and I laughed im-
moderately, the bird joining in the
cacchination, and again imitating my
tones exuctly.

From that time on he was liable to
plek up anything heard and repoat
It ut inopportune moments, whish
wits all very well In 1ts way, but was
apt to grow monotonons. Nrpl‘.lul'i}'
ot 5 a, m. he would start a mono-
logue. Interspersed with bugle calls
and diabolical peals of lsughter,
which awoke me. I never am very
amiable under clreumstances of that
kind, and would heave my
tho first missile that came handy at
him. If I happenec to go anywhere
pear the mark he would ejaculate:
“Poor Polly! Poor, poor Polly!™ in
acconts thoat my wrath
into laugh-

volee

.“!Iiﬂl- e

such doleful

wis invariably converted

ter, In which the birl jolned with
great gusto. Sometimes I would yell
to the boy and say: Coffee, take

this infernal bird away!™ and all
down the corridor, lke the very echo

of my voice, would come: *Take
this infernal bird away, bird away!™

“Polly™ after awhile bocame quite
a characte, and I was offered consid-
eruble sums for him, but 1 decided to

take him home and make him a pres-
ent to the »govi Of course on
shipboard he was among the safl
he le Arne d
quite n nutmber of commands incldent-
al to thelr calling, together with a
legs desirable accompaniment of had
language. When | got him home the
way he would yell at an Imaginary
erew to “square away the main
brace,” and various other nauticul
feats was a caution to snakes, accom-
panying his commands with s
of profanity that would make the
toughest old salt hide his head with
shame or envy, nnd Invariably in-
dulgeld in these tricks when we had
|Iu'1:. callars,

ors,
and equally, of course,
4

string

LORE OF THE LANCGUAGES.

Statistion an to the Tongoes
the lluman KRace.

Kpoken by
Some inter have
& Frenchman and
Courier-Journal re-

different languhges
nis parts of the world.
He states that the language in which
Shakespeare and Milton wrote was
then that of less than 6,000,000 human

eatiney stotistios

| beon compiled
||-'-?-['1-|f'1-"-|i in the
fpecting  the
spoken in varic

beingc. Frenehh was  the mother
tongue of a4t least 30,000,000 people
at 4 thme when English was spoken

by less than 16,000,000, and 560,000,-
0w of Fronch B aking [Il"l!'lhv ware
living when the revolution broke out
in 1734 Between forty amd fifty
years the English language oqualled
the German In number of those who
gpoke it, and now the latter is left far
behind. Georman is now spoken by

10,000,000 persons in the Austro-
Hungarian empire, by 46,000,000
in the German cmpire, by
49,000  in Belgium and by

about 2,000,000 poersons In Switzer-
innd. German is also spoken by
about 2,000,000 persons in the United
States and Caopada, giving a total of
about 60,000,000 who use the German
lsngunge. French is spoken by the
48,000,000 inhabitants of France, by
2,500,001) peopla in Belgium,
by 200,000 n Alztiee-Lorraine,
by 600,000 in Switzerland, by 1,5600,-
M) in the United States and Canada,
by 600,000 in Haytl and by 1,500,000
in Aglers, India, the West Indies and
Afrlea—in all about 45,000,000, En-
glish iz spoken by 37,000,000 persons
in tho British Isles, by probably 67,-
OO0, 000 of the GO,000,000 inhablitants
of the United States, by 4,000,000
persons in Canadne, by 3,000,000 in
Australia, by 3,700,000 West Indians
and by 1,000,000 in India and other
British eolenles, hringing the total of
the English-speaking race to over
100, 000, 0l

That Glorlons Climate.

Eastorn Man—Is that elimata of
vours all that it is claimed to he?

Callfornia Man—Healthiest elimate
In the world.

“Wall, I've hoard of a good many
people who went there and came buck
worse than before,”

«The climate Is all right, but you
sea, #e quick as their health returne
they get Interested In the land boom
and buy.™

“You”

“Well, after that they worry them=
selves sick, trying to soll iv”

When Aleok Had the Bugle.

“You are swfully slow," said a Phil-
adelphia l'othor to his lazy -on. A
Im' man of 30 or more. “Why

hrqﬁll.“
(D " was the

‘but, fathoer, forget
llrmmh:n“nnmulhhm

ld’bh."

CLIPPED ANDJCURTAILEDy

The four great ccsan routes om-
ploy 1,100 steamships

At the fashionable dinners oysters
are served on artiflalal oyster shells

A Mexican strect enr can be hired for
personal use for §3.50 a day, with the
right to stop at any one place for two
hours.

A Vermont lumber dealer advertises
that he has for sale 50,000 shingles
made by the only Christian shingle
malker in the state.

An elootric locomotive of 2,000 horse
power—nearly twice the power of the
largest locomotive—is reported us
finished at Baden, Zurich.

FPhiladelphin's polloemen, taking a
new census, have counted the city's
population up to 1,142,653, an increase
of 05,080 over the federal census of
1800,

It is one of the greatest misfortunes
in life not to be ablo to endure misfor-
tunea.

DBe cautious of giving credence to the
fll you hear, and doubly so of repeat-
ing it.

He is the best accountant who esan
cast up correctly the sum of his own
errors.

Credit is o matter so subtle in its es-
sence, that, as it may be obtained al-
most without reason, so without reason
may it be made to melt away.

1t is a fact which escapes none, that,
generally speaking, who so is ase-
quainted with his worth has buot little

stock to oultivate acquaintance with. |
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INBLUW'S BOOTHING SYRUP dhikdren te

Bwift Uked to write in bed.

“Hunson's Maghe Corn Nalve.®
Warrantel L 3 l.ltlﬂj' relundid,  Ask yoor
drugyiat forit. ;M 8 conla.

Tumaerlane was an export chess plljtr

ﬂnml;ulilﬂlm.::f‘. 3 Ths gene-
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Buffon's unly ummmm wan ﬂlklu

J'[.I —d nu ww L nl. lumm
w A% after Nret dage

volius cures tn‘h: ¢ aph B3 0 Lrial bottle I'I'l. um

chsss. Pabd toIv Kilse 031 Areb Be | Phlisdelpbis, Fa.

Bach's favorite pastimo was gardening.
Tane's Medicine Moves the Howels Eaoh
Day. Inorder to be healthy this Is neces-
nar Clures constipation, hnnuurhn. kidne
and liver troubles snd ngulmu&tlu--lomv
and bowola. Price 60 nod $1.00 asall deslers.

Poter the Great liked o Le carried abous
in a wheelbarrow.

“Brown's Brooohinl Troches' are oxcels
lent for the rollef of Hoargeness or Sore
Throat. They are excoodingly offuctive. =
CHRISTIAN WORLD, LONDON, Eng

Charles I1 spent much time In his chamioad
Inburatary.

The Modern Invalld

Has tastes modicinally, in kosping with
ather luxurioe. A remedy must be pleass
antl7 weceptable o form, purely wholesome
in composition, truely beneficial In efecs
and entirely freo from every objectionable
qunality. If really [1l he consulta a physi-
clan; It constipated he uses Yoo goutle fam-
ily lnxative Syrup of Figs,

The ofMee secker (s satlsfied with any office
he can get—until be gets It

A great many patriots would emigrate i
there was any money (o iy

‘Each Spoonful has
done its Perfect Work,’

Is the verdict of every woman who has used Royal

Baking Powder.

Other baking powders soon

deteriorate and lose their strength, owing to the
use of inferior ingredients, but Royal Baking
Powder is so carefully and accurately com-
pounded from the purest materials that it retains
its strength for any length of time, and the last
spoonful in the can is as good as the first, which
is not true of any other baking powder.

WORTH READINC.

MT. STERLING, KY., Feb. 13, 1889.
F. J. Cheney & Co., Toledo, O.

Gentlemen :—1 desite to make a brief

statement for the benefit of the suffering. |
had been afflicted with catarrh of the head,
throat and nose, and perhaps the bladder

for fully twenty-five years.

Having tried

other remedies without success, | was led

by an advertisement in the Sentinel-Demo-

crat to try Hall's Catarrh Cure.

I have just

finished my fourth bottle, and 1 believe 1

stored.

the disease left.

am right when | say | am thoroughly re~

1 don't believe there is a trace of

Respectfully,

WM. BRIDGES, Merchant Tailor.
SOLD BY DRUGGISTS. 75 cents,

DO YOU

C'OUGH

DON T DELAY

dnq.nhjng? At yourage | -
Great had conguered |
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